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and his suite enter their box ; a trumpet sounds! all is
silent.

The knights advance, poising their spears, and for a
moment trying to look graceful. The tauridors walk
behind them, two by two. They proceed around and
across the lists; they bow to the vice-regal party, and,
commend themselves to the Virgin, whose portrait is
suspended above.

Another trumpet! A second and a third blast! The
governor throws the signal; the den opens, and the bull
bounds in. That first spring is very fine. The animal
stands for a moment still, staring, stupified. Gradually
his hoof moves; he paws the ground; he dashes about the
sand. The knights face him with their extended lances at
due distance. The tauridors are still. One flies across
him, and waves his scarf. The enraged bull makes at the
nearest horseman; he is frustrated in his attack. Again he
plants himself, lashes his tail, and rolls his eye. He makes
another charge, and this time the glance of the spear does
not drive him back. He gores the horse: rips up its body:
the steed staggers and falls. The bull rushes at the rider,
and his armour will not now preserve him ; but, just as his
awful horn is about to avenge his future fate, a skilful
tauridor skims before him, and fiaps his nostrils with his
scarf. He flies after his new assailant, and immediately
finds another. Now you are delighted by all the evolutions
of this consummate band; occasionally they can save
themselves only by leaping the barrier. The knight, in
the meantime, rises, escapes, and mounts another steed.

The bull now makes a rush at another horseman; the
i\orse dexterously veers aside. The bull, rushes on, but
the knight wounds him severely in the flank with Ms
lance. The tauridors now appear, armed with darts
They rush with extraordinary swiftness and dexterity at
the infuriated animal plant their galling weapons in diffe-